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inient, but I pardon a great deal to a lover of
beauty who tries to make Ms spot of earth beauti-
ful. Of course the thing must be done with deli-
cate regard to Ms feelings, if at all. If we could
raise $4000 or $5000 it would put a roof over Ms
head at least. Can we not throw a plank to the
drowning man? Think of it. Life is slipping
away from us fast, and we must do our little good
while we can. The trouble is, there are so many
hard cases, so many sad appeals made to us, that
we can do but little in any one direction.1 I in-
close a bit of rhyme ["The Minister's Daugh-
ter "] which I do not pretend is poetry, but the
grimmest kind of realism. I feel it a duty to
remind the extravagant eulogists of the old Cal-
vinism of some of its doings.

TO JAMES K.   OSG-OOD.2

22d,7thmo., 1880.

I have looked over thy list of noteworthy
events, but have concluded to take as subject for
a poem the missive of Charles II. to Governor
Endicott, in 1661, sent by Samuel Shattuck, a
Quaker, of Salem, forbidding the further persecu-
tion of the Quakers. Shattuck had been banished
from the country on pain of death, went to Eng-

1  Mr. Whittier presented this case to Mr. George W. Childs,
who at once promised $1000.   Whittier offered $250.    The per-
son to be relieved was not one with whom he was personally ac-
quainted.

2  This letter was written in answer to a call for a poem, for the
Memorial History of Boston.   In the first volume of this work,
"The King's Missive" was placed at the opening, fully illus-
trated.